Ten days went by after we had posted the letter, and I
had begun to believe that John had been right, when very
suddenly the oracle spoke. At that time there was only one
telephone in Sirmione, a public box attached to the post
office, which delivered messages throughout the promon-
tory, its officials having thus every opportunity of learning
and broadcasting their nature. It was in a breathless state
of excitement that Annita, the little hotel waitress, came
running to us on the evening of the eleventh day gasping
that there was a message from the Vittoriale. The folded
paper she held informed Radclyffe Hall that on the following
day a car might be expected which would bring her a
letter from the Comandante. By this time John also was
getting excited, and the excitement grew when at noon the
next day a further telephone message was delivered to the
effect that the car had now left the Vittoriale. It was there-
fore due to arrive at any minute and all Sirmione was out
to watch for it, with the exception, however, of John
herself who, having been viciously stung by a horse-fly,
was nursing a swollen ankle in our bedroom. Personally I
was hanging out of the window when at last the car arrived
at the door: a racing Alfa Romeo with a little pennant
sporting the colours of the Prince of Monte Nevoso. Of
course I was down the stairs in a moment, in time to greet
an elderly lady, carrying a folio envelope covered with
blue seals, addressed in a large and ornamental script to
'Radclyfie Hall al'Albergo Catullo'. This, moreover, she
refused to part with, having received orders to deliver it
directly into John's hands.
I explained that John was unable to come downstairs so
a procession set out up the stairs to find her. Mademoiselle
Afiis grasping the letter and also some additional and more
bulky envelopes, the hotel porter bearing a huge bouquet
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